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 5^8 THE ALL IRELAND REVIEW. [November 1, 1902.
 The child's soul and the colleen's?
 Out of the covering clay.
 None of my fairy kinsmen
 Make music with me now ;
 Alone the raths I wander,
 Or ride the whitethorn bough ;
 But the wild swans they know me.
 And the horse that draws the plough. Nora Hopper.
 *'
 WEE FOLK, GOOD FOLK.
 Up the airy mountain,
 Down the rushy glen,
 We dare not go a-hunting,
 For fear of little men.
 Wee folk, good folk,
 Trooping all together ;
 Green jacket, red cap,
 And white owl's feather !
 Down along the rocky shore Some make their home?
 They live on crispy pancakes
 Of yellow tide ioam ;
 Some in the reeds
 Of the black mountain lake,
 With frogs for their watch-dogs,
 All night awake.
 High on the hill-top
 The old king sits ;
 He is now so old and grey,
 He's nigh lost his wits.
 With a bridge of white mist
 Columbkill he crosses,
 On his stately journeys
 From Slieveleague to Rosses ;
 Or going up with music
 On cold starry nights
 To sup with the Queen
 Of the gay Northern Lights.
 They stole little Bridget
 For seven years long ;
 When she came down again
 Her friends were all gone.
 They took her lightly back
 Between the night and morrow ;
 They thought she was fast asleep,
 But she was dead with sorrow.
 They have kept her ever since
 Deep within the lake,
 On a bed o? flag-leaves
 Watching till she wake?
 By the craggy hill-side*,
 Through the mosses bate,
 They have planted thorn-trees,
 For pleasure here and thei?.
 Is any man so daring
 As dig them up in spite,
 He shall find their sharpest thorn
 In his bed at night.
 Up the airy mountain,
 Down the rushy glen,
 We daren't go a-hunting
 For fear of little men.
 Wee folk, good folk,
 Trooping all together,
 Green jacket, red cap,
 And white owl's feather ?
 William Allingham.
 A FAERY SONG.
 We who are old, old and gay,
 O so old !
 Thousands of years, thousands of years,
 If all were told ;
 Give to these children, new from the world,
 Silence and love ;
 And the long dew-dropping hours of th? night,
 And the stars above !
 Give to these children, new from the; world,
 Rest far from men.
 Is anything better, anything better ?
 Tell it us then.
 We who are old, and gay,
 O so old !
 Thousands of years, thousands of years,
 If all were told.
 W. B. Yeats.
 *
 THE STOLEN CHILD.
 Where dips the rocky highland
 Of Slewth Wood in the lake.
 There lies a leafy island
 Where flapping herons wake
 The drowsy water rats ;
 There we've hid our fairy vats
 Full of berries,
 And of reddest stolen cherries.
 Come away, 0 human child !
 To the woods and waters wild,
 With a faery, hand in hand ;
 For the world's more full of weeping than you can
 understand.
 Where the wave of moonlight glosses
 The dim, grey sands with light,
 Far off by furthest Rosses
 We foot it all the night,
 Weaving olden dances,
 Mingling hands and mingling glances
 Till the moon has taken flight.
 To and fro we leap,
 And chase the frothy bubbles,
 While the world is full of troubles
 And is anxious in its sleep.
 Come away, O human child,
 To the woods and waters wild,
 With a faery, hand in hand ;
 For the world's more full of weeping than you can
 understand.
 Where the wandering water gushes
 From the hills above Glen-Car,
 In pools among the rushes
 That scarce could bathe a star,
 We seek for slumbering trout,
 And whispering in their ears
 Give them unquiet dreams ;
 Leaning softly out
 From ferns that drop their tears
 Over the young streams.
 Come away, O human child,
 To the woods and waters wild,
 With a faery, hand in hand ;
 For the world's more full of weeping than you can
 understand.
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